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figure; but his face was in shadow as he
turned towards the master.

The venerable doctor seated himself in a
large high-backed chair with an embroidered
canopy. He rested his parchment-coloured
hands upon the sides of the throne-like chair,
and then he spoke,

" Your mind is no longer the unruffled sea
which mirrors in its depths the glory of the
heavens. It is as an ocean which begins to
heave with presage of coming storm. Have I
not taught you that to reflect the highest
wisdom man's soul must be serene and tran-
quil?"

David came forward into the room, and
stood where the lamp shone upon him.

" Master/' he said, " I have read in Plotinus
of that divine and perfect beauty which no
mortal words can paint; and straightway there
flashed before me no image of this transcendent
loveliness, but the ungainly person of that
Scotsman with whom I had angry words this
morning. It was he who goaded the children
to cry out upon me as a necromancer; and I
fear that in my country there are many like
him, even among those who sit in the seats of
Judgment and hold in their hands the lives and
fortunes of men."

" Not only in your country," said Cavalli,
"but here, everywhere, are many who set
themselves in opposition to the few who live
to combat misery and folly. If you fear to be